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shortly after 12 o'

lock one night

1t week wihen the attention of the

lesh sergeant of No. 3 poilce precinet

wa it ted by the s of A rather

heated argument on th wrtslde of the sta-
t

I next moment the door leading to the

front office was hurriedly pushed open and

there entered a motley erowd of ecolored

e, sl togged ont in loud and sporty

clothes of the kind one zer tily ohserves

on wotors who tuke part in grolesque cake-
waulks

e and very hiack fellow, who ap-

peared to be the spokesman of Lhe party,
was dressed in the noisiest and most insudt-
ihg rea tie ever 8 poasee o Station, wnile
Lie viclent  chia HatTd sull he wole
Wount hve bsd alt the denstzens of the

Hloodneld wild with

wlassi

precinets o
page of the Jealous Kind had thie wearer ol
the same the temerity o have appeared in
that salubrious viewary A last year's
sutled Panama hat was slung rakishly over
ot huge binck ear, while m his hand he

carriea i g bone-nandied cane.  His get-

up Cieusod him te resemble nothung so much
as & comite valentine, yet from the fmpor-
LAt ol his manner be oo doubt inegined
thiwt ke had a Broawdway fashion pliate
beaten to o Irizziy [razzle when it came
to hich art in toggery

Murching jauntily up to the railing, he
saluted the lieutenast, who had just at that
monieat yme Into Jhe ellice, with a pro-
found b accompanied by a grandlioquent
wiave of the hand, and then he proceeded
to unlead the following from off his heav-
ing «hest

“Algah,” he sald, addressing the genial-
locking Heutenant, “me'n dese gennermen
friens ab mine done bhab ar 'l arg’'ment
bout dis hyar splt-ball pitcher, Mr. Ed
Walsh

“Well, what was the argument about”
inquired the desk sergeant.

] s¢ ies ‘gwine tole yo all, cap'n,” re-
plied the gayly bedecked colored brother, as
he waved his hand iressively in the di-
rection of the sergeant “Yo' see, sahs"
he continued, “me'n dess gennermen was
all ug ar W1 social meetin’, an’ we sho’
wits 1!l Labin® ar vaiy nice time when dat
ar | : ober dar in de kurner, who
nm Lartin® soie’in, done declar” as
hiow Or'fi Tom Walsh of dis
hyar p and Mr. Ed Walsh ob de
Chb ugo team am twin brudders.

I dar say as how hit am nuh such
t'ing. an’ some ob de odders done say hit
am, an’ some say hit tain’t, an® so we sho
wans gittin® het up ober de arg'ment when
de ‘getshun was made dat we all come
dowm hyar an' kindly ask yvo' all to let us
ook in de ‘evloumpedia or de history ob
de 'nited Statea jes’ to see who am right
‘it de mattah an’ whe am wrong.”

Ji:st us the desk sergeant had Kindly ex-
plained to the colore lelegation that the
fufo tion it was in search of could not

in any of the works men-

found
i. a Nttle, coal-black fellow wearing a
hite derby hat volunteered the infor-
, that Bieyele Officer Walsh had lock-
the gentleman so many times who

ed unp
d started the argument that that individ-
liad the officer on the brain. and thils

statement bade falr to start another argu-
ment in which horrib'e personalities were
beginning to be Indulged in, and which
treated of the numl
ber of .he inguiring committee had been
placed behind the hars, when the desk ser-

geant to'd the warring members to skidoo

<5, and as they alil
jawing with one an-

The Star re-

would do bus!
ot of the door,
sald

or lie
went

other. the sergeant 1o
porter. who was an amused spectator of the
entire affair: . -

| et a good cigar that some of that

will be hack here before the night is

nust
and that they will occupy real cells,

over
ton "’
No! more than three m

hnd when the su
was pushed open and who
Neyete Officer Walsh, who, vd to relate,
Hitie black dirky who had started
argument with one hand while with
held

iutes at the most

elapsed

the

the other he firmly by the collar of
his coat the loud'y dressed spokesman of
the late investigating committee, who, 1t

-] {5 L2 Tuniale as to en-

1 S0

mching one an-
stalwart blcycle
= by.

other's heads just
podceman happ

It was a oo all right, but a
rather costly one olored principals
who were mixed up in it

* % % ¥ ¥

An oll eolored auntle boarded a Pennsyl-
vania svenue car the other evening, and,
mu te her evident delight, she found

ted therein an acaouaintance, who wWas

wnded by a couple
es, which she was
folks

irting home to her

of times each mem-

of baskets of clean

!l'll.‘liv. and a fellow possessing assurance of
| the coolest kind.

|  But his dream of peace was soon to be
violent .y disturbed, for even as the re-
porter watched the park policeman, whose
! eagle eve had caught sight of the figure
| o the bench. came silently upon the scene
and without any pre/iminary motions he
studdenly grabbed the occupant of the bench
in his musecular hands, and In another mo-
ment he had vielently jerked him to his
feet, where the fellow stood drowsily rub-
bing his eyes.

In a few moments, though, he had !{-uf—
ficlently awakened to take in the situation,
and when the watchman said to him,
“Don't you. know that it is against the
law to sleep in this park.,” the hobo turned
to the guardian of the piace, and, drup‘tng
| himself up in a dignified manner, he said to
| the po lceman:
“Fellow, do you know what park thils
LT o SRl
“Certainly,” ecried the watchman; it's
lafayettie Park.”

“and L['° haughtily replied the knight of
{he road, as ke smote himsell a blow in the
breast, “am Mr. Lafayette.”

* * % X %

The Disagreeabls Man from Mount Pleas-
ant. who is a continual source of annoyarce
te his fellow-passengers, boarded the 14th
sireet car the other morning at Fairmont
street. and immediately began to sniff the
alr, which is Lis preliminary slgnal when
he is in search of trouble,

Tt was one of those unusually warm
mornings, at least for this time of the
vear. and the Disagreeable Man is a fresh-
air crank, even in the good old winter
time. As he sniffed away his trouble-hunt-
ing v1e canght sight of the closed window
[ opposite and near which sat a qulet little
[ man of most peaceful outward appearance.
Thig Ig the exact type of person that the
Disigreeable Man dearly loves to bully;
g0 clearing his throat as if to attract his
attention. he spoke thusly:

“My friend, 1o keep that window down is

unhealthy:; its entirely too hot In

pleasantly answered the other

man, “but 1 guess you will have to put up
with it.”

Man—'""Would like to accommo-

' 1. bat T ean’t.”

Disagr. cahle Man—"Do you refuse to oPen
that window 7"

Peacelful Man—"'I certainly do."”

Disagresable Man—"If you don't open it,
I will.”

“Peaceful Man—"T bet you $5 vou don't.”

Disagri-cable Man—*1f I go over there, I
will

Peacelul
won't."

Disagreeable Man—*I ask you once more,
slr: will you onen that window?”’

Peaceful Man—**No, sir: T will not."”

Disagrecable Man—"Then T will.”

Peaceful Man—"1 would like to see you
do 1"

Disagrecable Man (as he grabs hold of
the offending window)—-"1 will show you
mighty qulck how [ will onen it.”

Peaceful Man (as the Disagreeable Man
tug= and strains in his endeavor to onen
the window i —*Why don't you open it?"

Disagreeable Man (getting red in the
face, as he hears everyrbody laughing)—1t
appears to be stuck®’

Peaceful Man—"0Of course it
to open it before you came in.”

And then, while the Disagreeable Man
was lecling foolish and was doing the beet
act, the other passengers just “‘laffed”
right out loud, and kent it up so haister-
ously that he of the large-sized grouch,
swung off the ecar long before it had
reached his usnal disembarking place.

*» ok k ¥ ¥

Judge Harlun, who lives up on the hill,
was a passenger on a l4th street car the
other day and was scated next to a couple
of clerks who were deenly Interested in
some discussion, which caused one of them
to ralse his voice to quite a high plteh.
This appeared to make the other man
rather cautious, as he glanced warily
around to see If any one was listening to
the talk of his friend. At this moment he
discovered the presence of the dignified
Justice, and turning hastily to his loud-
talking comrade, he said “For heaven's
sake, lower your volee; you may have heard
that justice is blind, but that doesn't nec-
essarily mean that it's deaf also.” Whether
Judge Harlan heard the remark it is im-
possible to state, yet, all the same, a calm
smile flitted over his face at the conclusion
of the young fellow's admonition to his
friend,

Man—"T'll go you ondds you

is. T trled

A Stone Country.
From the Lomdon Spectator.

If you were to ask a child in our nelgh-
borhood to lmagine a courntry with stone
¥ou would be expecting too much of
him. Born of a race of masons and quarry-
men, brought up In a stone house, trotting
along the lanes to school between “dry
(that Is, innocent of mortar) stone walls,
and with a dlsused quarry for a playground,
such a child would find it next to lmpossi-

ben the two blaok women had espied | ble to pictare the dat and monotonous fer-
one another they wers not a bit backward | tlity of Holland.
in giving tongue to their feelings, and the A stone country such as this has a gra-
Intest arrival shouted 1 one who | ¢lous h'"f‘l”""-“'ﬁ gquite unlfke the austere
was in the pos clothes: ht':lt_i'._'f 0of a granite-ribbed mountain side.
Well, 1 done s ain't Sister | OUTs is a softish stone after all, an‘imper-
Rosie Hicks! How lung, Sister | fectly petriied clay calied by some “bastard
ik freestone,” and our climate is mild enough
l'es po'ly, t'ank de Lawd renlied the to favor thie natural growth of acacias and
Ia addiressed. “l's tered wid dig | Sycamores,  walnuts, and many another
mibs il . 1 “Rul how | Pleasant tree, besides the hardier bezch
Yol orsey?’ she asked. and fir. The dripping mists of our deep val-
M 3 il hle, tank de good | 1e¥8 help 1o c'othe roofs and walls with
| exclaimed  the other | OFange, white and gray lichens, and mosses
" s 3 hushand ghtin | of the pin-cushiony”type, golden, green and
Tone. S e dnguired., brown. Stone crop i the season paints
A say as how Al'fed | €d ‘h wall-top vellow; the small lJilac toad
am w & » work.” replied flax hangs wherever it can find root hold;
Bisteor \ d s am jes | Whie-red Ivy, five-pointed and veined with
W round. vivid green, pushes bhetween the stones and
5 clasps them In the close grip of knotty
; _ dust-brown fingers; ond tiny blue harebel!s
~ nne of benehes in Lafayette and gay rock roses deck the coarse tufts
Par other mo was an individusl | of wayside grass below.
w! w painly a mber of that travel- -
ing f gentiemen commonly spoken of Vanity and the Drug Habit.
= From the London Queen.
At itely arrived in ) . 2
e " the sleeping ae- When a woman is seized by a desire to
O he had coms in | better her complexion or her fligure by im-
on Wwers ¢lse the 3“"‘1}"' bibing medicines, the quantity of stuff she
e e mnts | Will awallow in a given time ls almost in-
hins no terrors, Tor it w painly to be seen | credible.  Vanity is the strongest weakness
1 } kless-appluring tourist was in | of the gentler sex, but the physiological ef-
Toras fects of a course of drugs, s=lf-prescribed
i ! | thiere and self-administered, are calculated in the
w cped  n i end to make the vainest of women regret
w could ¢ her methods of self-lmprovemant.

“Oh, Erie, look at that poor hittle dog!

Punch

Its mother

.7 . ——
i
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-

let it walk too soon!"—From

BASE BALL IN BRITAIN

ASE BALL., then, is to flourish in Eng-
B land. Already the s=ed has been sown.
fact, =everal tiny shosts have

Recently the Wool'feh Harsenals

In
sprouted.

{ and the Tottem'am "Otspurs played anotier

four full innings of the American national
game. What difference does it make—what
boots it, as a matter of fact, and theremust
have been a lot of “booting” of the ball,
too—that the score at the end of 'the four
innings was 148 to 126, or something sim-
{lar, in favor of the "Oispurs, and that tha‘
gume had then to be called on account of
darkness?-and in the summer time in Eng-
land it's almost morning before it gets
dark. too. It doesn't boot a bil. Til\e po:nt
is that they've made a start over there Lto-
ward lean?ing how to play & really-and-
truly, honest-Injun, aure-enoug_h game.

The “pressmen’’ of Great Britain will, of
course, have 10 learn how to report the ball
games. We will be ready to believe that
the United States game has taken a gen-
uine “holt"” on the people of the tight lttle
fsle when we read something like the fol-
lowing, for example, in the Manchester
Gu n:

"%ﬁ:aﬁuck of motley and mottled mutts
that daub disgrace all over this burg with
their elephantine efforts to play ball had a
scance with the London Louts yesterday
afternoon, and when it was all over the
bunch of misfit near-players that wear the
Manchester monaker on their blouse fronts
iooked like a herd of bums 1tl.lat ati‘:gdl:',:g
e t in the back yard to be T
ngfn‘éﬁ on ever sinee last Twelfth Night
come Mart'nmas. From the rap of the
play-ball gong the Louts made our assort-
ment of stiffs look like a layout of shoe
clerks from never-never-was land. The
nutts ran the bases like an outfit of cook
stoves trylng to plough through the jungle
in Zambesiland. They batted like a pgssel
of anclent oncs from the home for indigent
charwomen playing for a gingham sun-
bonnet, and their E-flat flelding looked like
a dress rehearsal for a knockaboul act.
There wasn't one member of the mutts that
looked as if he could play bean-bag for the
tin-tags, and the way the Louts fed them
to the hogs from start to finish was enough
to make the loyal fans of this town, who
dig up their hard-wrung kale year in and
year out without ever getting anything,
foam at the mouth. They were the doplest
lot of used-to-bes that ever leaned up
against the old bamboo for the long draw,
and the Louts had them buffaloed, lashed

to the mast, burnt to the ground and
anchored In the golng from canape to
crackers. If the gruesome and grisiy per-

formance of maybe ball put up by the
Mutts vesterday Is the best grade of mer-
chandise they've got in the barrel, the best
thing our agzregation of phonies and four-
flusher can do is to send in their applica-
tions for work'us billets or take the king's
shilling for service In the Punjaub, curry-
combing kinks out of elephants’ caudal ap-
pendages, for Manchester is A-weary of
‘em, and the fans here, Iin addition to such
bijouterie as invalid eggs and passe pola-
toes, would fain stake the Mutts to the
cutest and heftiest silver loving ax that
ecan be purchased for money."”

Such jocular little allusions to the game
would be bound to obtain a half-Nelson
cluteh on the imagination of th® increasing
hordes of Englishh base ball faus, and in the
course of time the dignified Liverpool
3lobe would, perhaps, have little items like
the following scattered about on its sport-
ing page:

WELL, LEMONS START SOMETHING!

“Double-header this afternoon between
the Liverpool Lemons and the Leeds Luna-
tics, the first game beginning at 2 o'clock
Wild RBill Donovan, the fllnger recently
bought by the Lemons from the Detroit
Tigers, will be on the slab for the Lemons
in the first game, and the Liverpool fans
will be keen to take a peek at Bill, who is
said to have everything—a swift shoot, a
yvam-dindy fade-nway ball, and a slimerino
spitsky that looks like a mustard seed by
the time the batsmen get their wicks on
it. Smiling Al Orth, another Yankee, will
do the heaving for the Lunatics in the first
game, and the grinner has been all to the
bonbons lately, so that there ought to be
some real kinkeroff tessing In the first
game. The heavers for the second game
of the two-header haven’'t been announced.
We're here to state that it's about time
for the Lemons to take a smoke for them-
selves and Inaugurate some dolngs.
They've been piddling around with the
yen-hok and the slumpsky stuff long
enough, and the Liverpool fans have at
length ceased to extract amusement from
the sight of their citrons galilumphing
around in the ballyard llke a lot of fat
men taking the Kneipp cure. Go to it,
Lemons, and see If you can't climb out of
the cellar. The way you're rigged now,
yvoti're jokes and screams.”

Ner is it unimaginable that, in the course
of time, the British newspapers will be
impelled to “view with alarm” and to “‘call
a halt"” upon outbreaks of umplre-baiting
in various parts of the kingdom. Maybe
an account of the running of an umpire
like the following will eventually find Its
way into the columns of the Yorkshire
Gazette:

“Arbitrator Awkins, who umpired the
game vesterday afternoon between the
Yorkshire Yaps and the Bournemouth
Bums, must have had a whole lot of conk-
twisting things happen to him before he
shuffled Into the spangles and sung out the
‘play ball’ ecall. Maybe he had a hard
previous night. Maybe he'd eaten a passe
canteloupe. Maybe he’'d been layving up
ugainst the hasheesh or the bhang or the
poppy or the mandragora or some other
drowsy sirup of the east. Whatever it
was, Awkins was a rave at every angle
of it. And when they got through with
him Awkins looked like a Syrian rug ped-
dler that had butted into an Irish wake.
From where we sat, It looked it was com-
ing to him. Far be it from us to encour-
Aage riotousness on the ball fleld—but
Awkins' decislona on balls and strikes
listened like something that had suddenly
come to squirming life out on the dump,
and that's the best we can hand him for
his work. His decisions on the bases, too,
made a noise llke an inshore breeze from
the glue works. There was nothing to it
at all. Awkins simply picked the game
up, tossed it on a Satsuma tray, and slipped
it to the Bournemouth Bums' The fans
that support the game around here are a
sportsmanlike bunch, but they can’t stand
for this saffron stuff always. When they
told Awkins, after he'd made a particu-
larly pankerino decision, that, in their
opinion, he dldn't belong and was never
meant, Awkins was Indiscrect enough to
mumble some reply to the fans' thorough-
ly deserved taunt. Thereupon it hap-
pened. And it happened quick. When it
was over Awkins looked like a deep-sea
drumfish that had been hit on the wish-
bone nineteen times by one of the new
transatlantic turbines, and when we last
heard of him he was headed for the west
of England, wearing the G-string that
was left to him by way of apparel, and
putting down miles in forty flat. It's sad,
and all like that, and we hate to have to
own up to it that we're some impetuous
around here. But, If Awkins is leaving
it to us. we think we can advisedly stake
him to the tiperoff that the west of Eng-
land is a good place for him to stick
around Iin. A word to the wise, and all
Tke that.”

When the TTnited States game gets un-
der full headway in England, there will be
international interoceanic leagues spring-
ing un, of course, and then *“Hase RBall
Briefs"” something like the following prob-
ably will make thelr appearance in the
English newspapers:

“Drummy MeGlue, the spouthpaw who
playved with the Chicago Sox in their last
series here, didn't take the steamer with
that layout when the Sox departed yes-
terday. MeGlue developed a bad case of
eharleyhorse during the series at Rir-
mingham, and, on top of this, he collided
withh one of the Birmingham Blisters
while trudging into the second sack and
sprained his knee, So he's laid up with
the horse and the flat wheel, too, and
the Dummy declded to stick around on
this side til! the Sox wing back this way
for the midsummer series. We guess the
Dummy won't be repining any, for he's
there with the can’t-lose dope on the pony
thing, and he'll be handing the bookies at
the Downs many a wallop before the Sox
weave hack this way from the stockyards
town over the drink.”

A Marquis’ Hat.
From the London Outtitter.

The man with the biggast., curliest and
glossiest =ilk hat in London Is the Marquis
ds Leuville. To see one of his lordship’s
hats was reccntly our privilege, and, al-
though the size is but a s*ven. the height
of the crewn and width of the brim are as-
tonishing, but shown the sam2s hat In a
pholograph of the wearer it did not look at
all out of placs. This was aceounted for by
th» fact that the Marquis de L=uville stands
6 f=et 2 {nches, is 46 inches roumd the chast
and weighs 17 stone,

Russ a celebrates eighty-six general hol-
fmys -aoh year.

T breakfast, one S‘l\!ﬂ}’ morning about

JOBSON AND WEATHEK

A “Well, it's about time to get the

hiouse ready for the cold weather, so to-
day I'm golng to look around for a man-
to put down the carpets, and tomorrow I'll
put up the lace curtains and take the
covess from the furniture, and—""

That's as far as she got with the pro-
gram. Mr, Jobson was glaring at her over
the top of the newspaper, which he had
propped up mgainst the sugar bowl.

“Get ready for the cold weather, hey?"
he said. “Walit a minute,” and he jumped
up from the table, trotted out to the bame-
meant door, took down the thermometer that
was hanging there, and brought it in to
show to Mrs. Jobson.

“Just take a peek at that, If you please,”
he said to Mrs. Jobson. ‘“You don't need
your glasses to read that, do you? Eighty-
four—that's the temperature at the break-
fast hour this morning. Now, just to give a
sort of psychological tone and Interest to
this thing, will you be good enough to tell
me what in the blooming blazes ever got
you Into the notlon, on such a morning as
this, that the time had arrived to ‘get the
house ready for the cold weather,” as you
expressed {t?"

“Oh, well,”” sajld Mrs. Jobson, *the season,
yvou know. Here It's past the middle of
September, and, though it may be & bit un-
seasonably warm, why, I llke te have
things fixed around the housz in anticipa-
tion of the seasons, and we certainly are
due to have a change in the weath—""

“Oh, we are, are we?"' broke in Mr. Job-
son. “By the way, when did you organize
yourself into a little personally conducted
weather bureau, hey? Where did you plick
up this line of prognosticating dope? And,
if you've got it all so dead pat, it's a won-
der you wouldn’t get a job at it that would
fetch you In gum money, anyhow. You've
got it rigged for a cinch, then, that we're
due for a bunch of raw weather? Why
don't you go a little stronger than that?
Tell me, for example, just when we’'re due
to get hit on the ankle hone by the tail of
that 1608 comet that's projecting around
somewhere only a few blil'lon miles away,
and now visible from the south coast of
Turkestan as well as from points on the
Red sea and from the uninhabited Islands
of the Straits of Sunda? When's the next
big earthquake going to bob along? 1
never knew till just now that you were
going In to try to trim Mother Shipton of
her reputation as a map-maker of the
future. But you've got to show me. I've
been sticking around too long In your near
vicinage to take it all on credit.”

“But,”” mildly argued Mrs. Jobson,
“wouldn't It be a good thing, even if it is a
bit warm and stuffy now, to have the house
all ready when the chil'y weather does
come dlong? You know how you like cozi-
ness, and often, when [I've deferred making
preparations for the coming of the fall
weather, you have—""

“Walt a minuue. Just refrain, for oncse,
will you, from trying to pass it all up to
me?" Interrupted Mr. Jobson. *“That old
game is all frazzied out. You do every-
thing you want to do just exactly when and
how you please, and then you try to stick
the responsibillty up to me. But that stuff
Isn’t going to go around here any more,
Thia infernal house is hot encugh as it s,

without your scrambling in in the middle
of the summer—well, it's midsummer
weather, anyway-—and trying to make it

look about seven miliion degrees hotier by
planting all of the carpets, sticking up a
layout of lace curtains that a breath of air
couldn’t percolate through If 1t had the
force of a Chinese typhoon b=hind it, and
taking the nice, codl covers off chairs and
sofas and things that offer the only inviting-
Iy cool look to the arid eye in the midst of
all of this gummy, abominable, sweltering
heat? What's the idea, anyhow? You got
something on hand a few weeks from now,
when it'll be seasonable to do all of these
switching-around jobs  that'll keep you
sewed up so that you won't be able to at-
tend to it then? I8 that the reason why
you're trying to make this dump look like
a near view of a blast furnace at a period
of the yvear when folks are still dropping on
the street from sunstroke? Hey?"

“0Oh, nothing like that,” amiably replied
Mrs. Johson; “only I remember how sud-
denly chilled you become every year when
the Washington summer comes to its qulck
termination with a successlon of raw rains,
and how you always come In from the office
at such a time saying that you are frozen
to the marrow, and that—"'

“Uh-huh! But just you give my marrow
a chance to freeze. If you please, and I'll
be responsible for all the rest of it,"”” cut In
Mr. Jobson. “Just eliminate that gag of
trying to live so fast by foring the sea-
sons. I'm In no hurry to get through with
this Hving thing. I'm golng to try to stick
around as long as I can. I'm going to give
summer a chance to pick up its doll rags
and beat it before I bulge out onto the
shoo-fly line and try to send summer on its
way by chucking rocks at it. There won't
be a chilly day in this town till the first of
November. ['ve been watching meteoro-
logical conditions around here for a long
time, and I've got a pretty fair line of dope
on weather condltions in little old Wash-
ington.
time enough for you to begin to shriek at
the breakfast table about the job you have
to plow around and get a dinge to put
down the winter carpets and hinge up the
winter curtains and all like that. It's a
wonder you don't ask me to make a wood
fire upstairs to take the chill off, when the
collar I put on only fifteen minutes ago is
already reduced to pulp from the humlidity."”

“Very well,” sald Mrs. Jobson, “I shall
walt, then, till you tell. me to—"'

“That's the answer,” put In Mr. Jobson,
*“Wait till I tell you, and you can't make
any mistakes about anything. When I
want to see the winter aspect spread over
this plant I'll be there with the tip to you,
and you needn't bother your head about it
till then. If you'd refrain from taking any
steps of this sort till you'd ask me, you'd
be a heap better off, and things around here
would run a heap more asmoothly than they
do, that's all I've got to say."”

Just three days laler, as will be recalled,
the weather suddenly changed.

Mr. Jobson is naturally cold-blooded, and
his lips were blue when he came home from
the office. His hands were llke lumps of
ice, and his teeth were chattering.

“Br-r-r-r-r-rr!”" he grunted as Boon as
he'd got in and hung up his coat. “Darnedest
climate on the civilized globe, that's what

this climate 18! One day It's like the
I1sland of Tahiti, and the next it's like
Spitzbergen! Br-r-r-r-rr! Never was so
danged cold in my life! Chilled right

Say, where's my

through to the marrow.
or have you

winter underwear, anyhow,

sold it to the second-hand clothes man for -

a nickel or two? If I've got any, get it out
right away, wiil you? I'm not going to be
frozen stiff on the street if I can help It."”

Mrs. Jubson didn't say anything, though
she cast some anxious looks at the front-
room furniture still swaddled up in the
linen coverings, and at the bare floors.

“Gee! But this is the bleak-looking bar-
racks!’ went on Mr. Jobson, tramping
around and flapping his arms like a milk-
man on & midwinter morning. “Looks like
a shed built for sheltering a north-pole air-
ship up at Tromsoe, or some such fool
place. Look at thos: dad-binged bare
floors! 1 can just see the arctic wind pop-
ping through the cracks and making it
colder In here than an Eskimo hut at Uper-
navik. And look at those bare windows!
And, wow! those blasted white linen cover-
ings on the chalrs and things! Look like
shrouds, blamed if they don’t! It's a won-
der you wouldn't anticipate things once in
a while and get the house looking llke some-
thing half-way cozy when a bunch of
weather like thls spiels along! S'pose
you're too busy, hey, ralding the bargain
counters, and all ilke that, to make your
home fit for a white man to live in?"

“Why, my dear,” sald Mrs. Jobson, dis-
mally, “it was only thres days ago that I
suggested to yvou that—"'

“Br-r-r-r-r-rr! the infernal outfit’'s like an
icehouse!” broke in Mr. Jobson, obvlously
determined not to permit Mrs. Jobson to
lunge in with any recoliections of any sort
whatever. “‘Say, Is there any kindling
wood downstairs? I'm goilng to bulld some
kind of a smudge In the latrobe if it's the
last act of my life. 1 can't trudge up and
down this barn all the evening to keep from
freezing to death! Got any latrobe eenal?
No? Then why the dickens haven’'t you?
What's that ? It was hot, you say, up until
las: evening, and you didn’t think it would
be necessary, and all like that? Oh, vour
usual bunch of excuses! Of course it was
hot! It was hot last July, too, and the July
before that, and it's hot right now in the
middle of the Congo jungls. But this is
Washington, along toward the end of Sep-
tember You know that, don't you, or do
vou imagine that it's still the mliddle of
June? Any kind of a housewife at all
makes preparations for these sudden switch-
es in the weather, espaeiaily i she lives in
a pifling burg like Washington, where it's
linble to snow -en the Fourth of July.”

The cgk and the elm are often struck
by lightning and destroyed, but the ash
is rarely struck, and the beech, it ig said.

| never.

The first of November'il be plenty,

GREEK AND GREEK

HEN the doorbell rang she had her
hair dona up in kids. A towel, to
keap the dust omt of the hair and

kids, was swaddled around her head. Her
outer ralment consisted of an old sllk un-
derskirt, split in many places, and a flan-
nelette house jackat that looked as if It
might be secret!y hankering for the wash-
tub.

It was about 11 in the morning, and she
was ‘‘cleaning house.” That is to say, she
‘was watching the hired girl clean house,
while she piddled around with a dust rag.
Then the doorbell rang.

“Now, who,"” snapped the woman whosa
hair was in kids, etc., “who on top of the
earth can that be at this hour In the morn-
ing?™

The black servant girl popped in at the
door just then.

‘““Martha,” said the mistress, ‘‘just poke
your head out of the front window—quietly,
now, S0 you won't be seen—and see who
that is. If it's a peddler er anybody like
that, shoo him away. If it's anybody call-
ing, tell me who It {s.”

The black servant girl did as instructed.
8he poked her head out of the window
and glanced stealthily down to the door-
step. Then she returned to the second-
story back room to tell her mistress
about it.

“It's Missus Exstreet, ma'am,” she said,
“an’ 'deed she sho is got all o' her scen-
ery on.”

The mistress bit her lip and looked pouty
as she doubled her dust rag up. The door-
bell rang again.

‘“Whatever in the wide world shall I do?—
the creature!” she sald aloud. ‘“Coming
here with all of her new things on at this
hour of the morning, when she knows very
well it's my cleaning day, and she is just
here to show off! But I'll have to see her,
I supposs. If I didn't mee her, why, she'd
go away and knock about my never being
fit to be seen till evening—I can hear her
now! h[a.rtha. go down and let her In, and
tell her I'm dressing to go downtown shop-
ping with a friend. Tell her I'll be down
just as soon as ever I can, and to be sure
to walt.”

Martha did that. The richly dressed
woman smiled sweetly upon Martha.

“Oh, your mistress is dressing?"’' she =aid,
amiably. ‘“Then I shall wait, of course.
Was she really dressing? My, but you are
a tidy-looking girl! Really, I should like
to have a mald ke you! Er—was your
mistress really dressing, Martha, or was
she—""

“Well,”
hesitating,

sald the bamboozled Martha.

‘she wasn't jes' preejackly
dressin’, ma’am-—she was uh-helpin’ me
dust an’ sweep, but Ah think she done
meant tuh dress—""

“Oh, very well, Martha, just tell her that
I shall wait for her, the dear thing,'” said
the caller, seating herself in the parlor.
Then, when Martha had gone, sald the
caller to herself:

*“Huh! she has a fat chance to have me
believe that she was dressing when I know
very well she looked a fright, and I wish
I'd caught her downstairs and that she'd
stuck her head out of the window, as I saw
Martha do out of the corner of my eye,
for then she'd have had to open the door,
and what a joke she looks when she's
around the house, and I'll bet anything her
fingers are all thumbs right now she's try-
ing so hard to hurry her duds on so's to
try to make me believe that she really wan
dressing, and what a silly woman she is,
anyhow, 'deed she is!"

Upstairs, hurrying through her tollet, the
mistress of the house was saying to herself:

“Well, of all the disagreeahle, mean crea-
tures that ever lived, that Ella Exstreet
certalnly is the onneryest! Coming here at
this hour in the morning, when she knows
perfectly well that it's my cleaning day,
and she just does enjoy seeing her friends
look ridiculous. 'deed she does! Martha says
she's wearing that white broadcloth suit.
That's the suit she's been bragging so much
about, tellilng me that she was having It
made in New York, and all like that, and T
suppose it ls pretty, but if she thinks for
a minute that I'm going to jump up In the
air and clap my hands over It and pralse
her to her face about it, and all like that,
she’s just dreaming, that's what she is!
it's a good thing my new talior suit came
last night. It ‘may not be white broad-
cloth, but it's as pretlty as can be, anyhow,
and I'l bet, If the truth were known, It
cost just as much as Ella Exstreet’s. My,
I should have hated that tallor forever If

now I'll put it on for the first time, and go
down and take some of the wind out of Ella
Exstreet's salls. She didn't expect me to
have my suit so socon, and Martha says
she's wearing her black straw summer hat
yet, whereas I've got my new (;":'11 mush-
room hat, and I gugss I won't have some-
thing on her when I show up with that on!""

“Well, you oil@ darling!" exclalmed the
caller. as the mistress of the house stepped
into the parlor. *‘Here you are at last!
But what an unconsclonable time it does
take wyou to dress, my dear! Of course,
I suppose you hadn't begun when I came,
but—"'

“Oh, my dear, I was nearly half dressed
when you came,” sald the mistress of the
housa sweetly, “only there was a letter 1
had to stop to write, 4o as to post it on my
way down town, and that is what delayed
me. Oh, by the way, you are In white.
It's dark In here, isn't {t? White cloth,
fsn't 1t? Did you have that last vear? I
seem to remember it? No? Oh, I thought,
from the long coat, that you might have,
for you know, my dear, that they are not
wearing the coats to suits quite so long this
year. But It Is qgulte—er—quite pleasing,
‘deed ‘it Is. By the way, Isn't it awful the
way some women's tailors do botch the col-
lars? Yours isn't exactly botched—oh, dear,
no, I couldn't say that—but—er—do you
really think it is—well, snug enough around
the collar?” .

("“Cat!"" sald the caller to herself. “T'll
get back at her for those shots!”’)

“Oh, 1 quite preened myself about the
collar—it fits perfectly—only this waist I
am wearing is g bit bunchy at the back,”
said the caller aloud. ‘“You know, Pink-
fern is noted for the way he gets col-
lars to fit—and—yes, this was the sult I
ordered from Pinkfern when I was in New
York. Horribly expensive, though, Pink-

Ing things made by people who know how
to make them right, isn't it? You know
I've always chided you, darling, for not
going to the very best women's tailors, for,
no matter how much vou insist upon your
ideas, they are always bound to do just as
they please,. That 1s quite a neat little
walking suit vou have there—er—ye-es, quite
pretty for second wear—I suppose that's
what you got it for, did you not? Well, I
don’'t like to mention such things, my dear,
but do you think the tailor got the hang
of the skirt right in front? But, really, 1
suppose it makes no difference with one's
second-best suit, does it?"

(“Hussy!" sald the mistre§s of the house
to herself.)

““And oh, my dear,” went on the caller,
engagingly, “where in the wide world did
yvou get that—er—oh, well, really I shouldn't
say it, Carrie, but honestly you don't wear
your hair right to cover it with one of those
big mushroom hats, 'deed you don't! Oh,
you need & whole quantity of rats to wear a
mushroon, and the bigger and bulgier your
hair 1s, why, all the better! You see, you
sort of scrimp and scrape your hair Hat
down on your head—by the way, vour halr
is coming out so, you ought to get some
tonic or something, and a mushroom, of
course, looks too Immense—quite ke a dish-
pan, really—when it's pulled down on hair
like you wear yours. Anyhow, It seems to
me I've heard that the mushroom would be
passing out of date very soor. haven't I?"

*Frumpy old thing!' said t¥¢ mistress of
the house to herself. “What does she know
about hats, anyhow? And she hasn't got
six of her own hairs to her name."”)

**Oh, mushrooms are still all the thing,
my darling,”” said the mistress of the house,
aloud. *“You know it takes quite a long
time for these new things to get down to
Washington. Te-hee! Re=ally, Ella, 1 hate
to seem unkind, but don't you know the hat
you are wearing would look like something
a hundred years old if you wore it In New
York? ‘Deed it would! Styles change so
rapidly, don't they? By the way, my dear,
come over here to the light! Why, how
awfully yellow you are becoming! Ares you
well, my dear? °‘Deed you should take bet-
ter care of yourself—you know there Is a
lot of jaundice around, and I never saw
anybody look so terribly yellow—mayb2 it's
the liver. And you look so dark around
the eyes, too! Well, eheu! one can't expect
to remain young always., can one?"

Then they went down town shopping to-
gether, and plouvghed around among all of
the stores, and took lunch together, and
sparred to gee which should pay for Iit, and
had lce-cream soda tggether, and sparred
about paying for that, too, and were chum-
my and thick and confidential and as dabby
and uppercuiily and knocky as ever could
he for flve or six hours, after that kind of
a start.

" That Gzrman savant who recently ex-
pressed the view that women aren’t mys-
terious at all must be chewing an imitation

brand of betel nut. ,

he hadn’t sent me my sult last night, and

fern, but then it's such a satisfactlop hav-"

Fig. 4.—Spiral model of the Milky Way.
this vast aggregation of suns extending into
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Fig. 1.—The Constellationg at 9 p.m., October 1,

HEAVENS IN' OCTOBER

Saturn With Its Rings and
Moons Is Prominent.

The principal change in the evening sky
is the appearance of the bright winter con-
stellation Taurus which, with the beautl-
ful Plelades, is now high up in the east
The Scorpion, the Balance and Virge have
all disappeared, while the great faint
Ophinchus, or Serpent-holder, is already
half sunk in the west. Overhead there
shines out the beautiful northern cross,
which, with Cassiopoea in the north and
Formalhaut and the KEagle in the south,

Fig. 2.—Dinc mode] of the Milky Way.

makes the autumn sky so much brighter
than that of midsummer.

The wonderful milky way still passes di-
rectly overhead, but its slow westward
turning has now become very evident. In
August it arched the heavens from north
to south; now it extends from the north-
east to the southwest; by December It will
stretch due east and west, and not un.l
the end of February will It cease to pass
directly through the zenith. Then the win-
ter branch will be visible to us, after which
it will rapidly sink toward the west and

disappear.
The Planets.

The planet Mars, which is moving rapidly
eastward out of the constellatlon Saglttar-
fus into Capricornus, may still be seen In
the southwest, but it Is now in unfavorable
position for observation. The beautiful Sat-
urn, however, with its rings and retinue of
moons, is high up in the east, and every

evening is coming Into more favorable po-

sition. And low down In the west, just
after sunset, a brilliant planet will be de-
tected creeping out from behind the sun
g0 rapidly that by the end of the month
it will be very conspicuous and soon after
will exceed Mars in brilliancy. This is the
planet Venus, which all through the win-

Fig. 3.—Photograph of a part of the
Milky Way.
ter will remain the beautiful evening
star. 4

The observer may also detect the little
planet Mercury, which will reach its great-
est distance east of the sun on the 23d of
the month, and may possibly be seen
shining in the sunset glow far toward the
southwest. This planet is so low down in
the sky, however, that it will only Dbe
found with difficulty.

October 15, at 4:47 p.m., the moon will
pass over the star at A, fig. 1; October 23
at 6:24 a.m. It will pass over the star at
B. The first star will remain behind the
moon one hour and three minutes, and
the second ome one hour and five minutes,
as seen from Washigton.

The August Comet.

The observer who looked at the sky just
before sunrise during the month of August
doubtless saw the bright little comet
which was then visible. These visitors
from tb= depths of space have been very
rare of late years. No one can tell when
our sun will pass one of these bodies and
draw it toward itself with ever-increasing
velocity until the comet finally swings
around the sun and pursues its journey out
into space again, where possibly ages hence
it may be disturbed in just the same way
by another star. The August comet was
a very pretty one, with a bright nucleus
and a short tail. It was easily visible with-
out a telescope. On August 1 It was near
the bright star Aldebaran, at A, Fig. 6; by
September 1 it had mioved entirely across
the Twins into Cancer. It was nearsst the
earth August 3, when it was but 70,000,000
miles away, but it was brightest August
23 because, though it was then ML O000K)
miles from us, it had drawn so near the
sun that the disturbance produced in it by
that great body had greatly increassd its
intrinsic brightness.

The Universe of Stars.

No one can study the wonderful face of
the sky, shown in Figs, 1 and 6, without
woad-iing what the natur: of the unlverse
1s. Surroandirg us I every direction Is

the Infinite regions of space to distance
inconceivable to us. This whole
universe of stars Is as a great cloud of

| tar away.

dust, but each dust particle I= a =sun, and
around one of the smaller suns we know
that there are many minute worlds revoly-
Ing on one of which it is our destiny to
dwell. What is the shape and the true size
of this great cloud, if, indeed, it does not
extend on forever? Is there nothing be-
vond it but empty space or are there other
universes than our own?

The first attempt to find the form of onr
universe was made by Herschel more than
a century ago. Supposing that the fainter
stars appear faint because they are farther
from us than the brighter ones, and that
the stars on the whole are evenly dis-
tributed through the cloud, he thought, it
only necessary to point his telescope in dif-
ferent directions and to count the number
of stars which he saw. In this way he
sounded the depth of the cloud In very
many direetions; if In one pointing, twics
a8 many stars were found as In another,
the first sounding was supposed to be twics
as deep as the second. The model formed
from all the polntinge is the disc-shinped
body shown In Flg. 2 with various lamina-
tions corresponding to the branching of the
Milky Way, and with a few holes directly
through it which correspond to the coal-
lioles or vacant places in the sky.

But a mere glance at any photograph of
the Milky Way, such as Is shown In Fig. 8,
will show that the stars are not evenly
distributed, but are massed tegether in Some
places and comparatively few In others.
Many of the very faint stars, too, are cer-
talnly not farther away than the brighter
ones; they are faint either becausa they
are new starg not yet much condensed, or
because they are actualiy smaller than
others, or because they are very old and
beginning to dle out.

If we could directly measure the distance
to some thousands of stars the task of
finding the shape and size of our star
cloud would be an easy one. But there is
only one way known of measuring the
distance of a star, and that is by observ-
ing its apparent change in direction from
us as the earth carrles us along ils great
path in its yearly journey around the sun.
And nearly all of the stars are so Indefinitely

Fig. 5.—A possible form of the Milky
Way Spiral.

far away that even when our position is
thus altered by 185,000,000 miles they are
not appareéntly displaced in the siightest
degree.

But besides our own motion around ths
sun, the sun (tself ls ceaselessly rushing
through the star cloud, carrying the earth
and all of the other planets with it. The
effect of this motion is to cause a displace-
ment of all of the stars, and notwithstand-
ing that the stars themselves are also mov-
ing In all .directlons, on the whole thos»
stars whicll are nearest to us will appear
to be displaced the most, just as to a pas-
senger on a swiltly moving railway train
the nearer objects appear to rush past with
far greater velocity than those which are
If, therefore, two serlea of stars
are so chosen that the drift of each star
of the first series over the sky is twice as
great as that of the second, we can say
that on the whole all the stars of the
second series are twice as far away as thosa
of the first, though we can tell nothing
of the comparative distances of any two
particular sturs. As the centurles go by
in which we are carried even further on
our journey through the star cloud, tha
accuracy of this method will be very much
{ncreased.

Sun Part of Milky Way.

From such careful studles of star drift
ft i8 inferred that the great majority of
stars which we see are arranged in a long
spiral cluster which appears to us as the
Milky Way. When the telescopic stars of this
cluster are mapped, It is seen that its bor-

ders are not sharply marked as they would
be If we were viewing it from the outside,

SouTthn

Fig. 6.—The Constellations just before

sunrise, showing the path of the August
comelt,

but that the stars diminish in number grad-
ually uantil the bright band fades Into the
ordinary star-lit sky. From this It is con-
cluded that we are in the cluster itseif: thut
our sun ig m-orely one of the stars of the
Milky Way clusters.

Fig. 4 shows a form originally assignid
to the Milky Way cluster, but from morse
recent researches it app ars that the spiral
is more complicated, perhinps somewlat of
the shape shown In Fig. 5. The d LICe
across this cluster is still very unceriain.
Perhaps the most rejable estimate ©s (] at
which places it at aboul 40 light years;
that is. light occupies 4,0 vears ln pass-
ing from one end of the to the
other.

Scattered among the bright stars there ara
innumerable fainter ones,which appear fa nt

cluster

because they actuazlly ar: so and no. bo-
cause they are farther away than the
others. Some of th:m, lke the red stars,

are faint because they have reached a point
in their development in which the lght
from their bright interlor is obhscurcd v
heavy clouds, Some are too little con-
densed as yet to emit much light; they
are too young, and others are too old. We
know that all of the stars are slow.y
contracting and approaching a solld condi-
tion: we cannot doubt that there are very
many which have already become cold
and which must remaln forever invisible
to us. And since in a definite though very
long time even the largest sun will thus
die out under the action of natural forees,
it secems that had these bheen acting for-
ever every star would have long since be-
come colil, We are, therefore, led to con=
clude that our universe in its present forrm
cannot have existed forever, but that If
had a beginning no less surely than it shall
have an end.



